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Sass Machine 


by MiniBandit 


Summary 


Sassy: 
1. lively, bold, and full of spirit; cheeky. 
2. having or showing a rude lack of respect. 


In Demyx's opinion, all the dictionary was missing was a picture of this rude, yet painfully 
attractive, man next to it. 


People always gave him weird looks when he sang in public, or perhaps they were looking at his 
hair, it was kinda hard to tell sometimes but Demyx liked to think they were just jealous. 


Strands of dish water blond hair tickled his forehead as he bobbed his head to the steady tune 
pounding out of his clunky headphones, simultaneously belting out the lyrics to the Earth, Wind, 
& Fire song that was gracing his ears with its funky beat. Sweat dripped down his forehead. 
California's unforgiving sun was especially cruel today, burning down on him like it thought he 


was a piece of bacon in a frying pan. Obviously he was the farthest thing from bacon, but his 
point was still valid! 


Said — very rude- celestial object was almost as harsh as some of the looks he had been receiving 
as he boogied down the sidewalk, sneakers constantly moving; his destination, some silly 
Psychology class. He wasn't all too thrilled about going, but it wasn't like he could stay home; he 
had skipped far too many times already. But that was confidential. 


It really wasn't a very long walk to the University campus from his apartment, like ten minutes 
max, but he often got too caught up in his music. This quirk usually resulted in him getting lost far 
too many times, turning the nice stroll into an hour long endeavor. 


Demyx was never able to really regret any of the times he got lost. Certainly not. He was a junior 
now, and his tendency to wander off course had made him countless friends and acquaintances 
over the years. By this point, most shopkeepers in the area had grown fond of him and would 
poke their heads out of their stores to send their greetings and let the blond know he had wandered 
too far again. 


The pedestrians that passed by were not shy about staring at him, but any mumbles or complaints 
fell on willfully deaf ears. Those buzzards couldn't kill his fun. No sir're. His own voice was 
muffled thanks to the loud tunes serenading his ears, but that didn't stop him from singing his heart 
out to KC & The Sunshine Band. 


As soon as the song changed on his iPod, he openly cheered and jacked the volume up, oh so 
ready to get down and groovy like the lyrics so enthusiastically stated. 


Familiar buildings passed as his long legs danced him by, some of them were thankfully elevated 
enough to block out some of the unrelenting sun. Demyx took a moment to stop and sway in the 
shade offered by a particularly tall building. He yanked his phone out, peering down at the 
cracked and beaten device. His smile sank as he gawked at the ungodly temperature reading 
staring back up at him. It was only noon and already it was so hot that chickens would surely be 
laying hard boiled eggs. How utterly lame. 


Wait. 


He stopped mid dance, staring down at the phone like it had offended his mother. If it was noon, 
then that meant that he had been walking for almost forty five minutes, which was well past the 
short time that it took to get to his first class. 


Demyx spun around quickly, ready to start running in the correct direction so he could get to class 
before his teacher beheaded him, but the body crashing into his stopped him in his tracks; both of 
them knocked promptly to the ground. Demyx watched in horror as a flying cup of steaming 
coffee soared through the air. 


The shrieks and curses that left his mouth were clear as day to him, barely subdued by his music. 
Scalding hot coffee coated his T-shirt and it even had the nerve to dribble down and burn his 
stomach as well. This day had been going so well too. 


"Holy freaking duck! Get it off get it oo-off!" Demyx screamed, flailing on the ground as he tried 
to tear at the article of clothing that was now torturing his poor skin. 


Hands that weren't his immediately began dabbing at the coffee with what looked like a sweater. 
Demyx wasted no time in helping them out, holding the soaked shirt out so it wasn't directly 
touching his sensitive skin, cursing loudly all the while. It didn't take more than a moment for the 
two of them to soak up most of the offending coffee from the blond's shirt, and he was filled with 
immense relief once they were done. 


The dainty, rather feminine actually, hands retreated. Demyx followed them back to their owner, 

who was, to his absolute delight, just as hot as the coffee. Score! He mentally kicked himself for 

comparing the gorgeous periwinkle haired man to the drink that had so rudely burned him. There 
had to be a cooler way to phrase just how hot the man kneeling in front of him was... 


It was a shame that they had to meet like this, but he supposed it would make a funny story later 


on. 


Bangs covered most of the man's face, which was currently turning an entertaining mix of 
irritation and concern while cobalt eyes narrowed up at him. Demyx only blinked. His all too 
obvious ogling, which might have included more than a little drool, seemed to make the man's 
eyes narrow even further. Why wasn't the dude speaking? Why wasn't he? He really wanted to 
know if his voice was just as sexy as his outward appearance. 


Embarrassingly enough, it took several seconds of gazing at the man before him, who was looking 
quite awkward now, to realize that music was still blasting his ears. 


"Oh! Geez, sorry man." Demyx pushed his headphones down to hang around his neck, giving the 
tiny man his full attention. "I totally forgot I had these on! If you couldn't tell from the way I 
bumped into you and almost killed myself with your coffee- Uh, I don't really pay attention to my 
surroundings." Be cool, Demyx, be cool... 


"You grew up around a lot of lead paint, didn't you?" 


Aha! Just as he expected, the periwinkle haired man's voice was smooth like velvet, and he 
wanted to hear more- Wait. What the hell? The velvety words that came out of his mouth were 
absolutely dripping with exasperation and sass. 


Demyx's mouth fell open, surely an attractive sight. "Uh. Wait- Huh?" 


"I believe the words you are looking for are, "Thank you for helping me.' That would only be 
proper etiquette, after all, since you are the one who ran into me." Despite the harshness to the 
man's tone, there was virtually no change in expression as he spoke. Those eyes were the only 
thing to give anything away. They, while dark with irritation, showed a glimpse of concern as 
they stared right back at him. 


"Ran into... Well- Yeah sure, I guess." Demyx stumbled over his words, cheeks staining pink, 
and pulled himself to his feet. "Thanks for the help and all." 


Pale lips quirked upwards in a twisted version of a smile as the man righted himself as well. "Your 
driveway doesn't go all the way to the street, does it?" Terse words flowed out of the shorter man's 
lips as he brushed dirt off of his pressed shirt. 


Who did this little punk think he was? Demyx was downright floored and rather miffed at being 
insulted like this by a complete stranger, one he still found painfully attractive. 


"It was an accident though! A total goof. It's not like I just- I mean, c'mon man, I didn't even see 
you there. You don't gotta be so..." He chewed his lip, trying to keep from pouting. "So rude!" 
Why was he being so mean? He didn't even know him. 


Something flashed behind those dark eyes, and before he had time to figure out just what emotion 
was filling them up, the man turned away sharply. "I'll try being nicer if you try being smarter." 
Demyx could only frown at the man’s nicely dressed back while he walked away. 


He stomped his foot and let out a frustrated groan. Somehow he ended up always being attracted 
to the worst people, and apparently had gotten his hopes up again with this fello. Was there 
anything more humiliating than having your intelligence insulted by someone you were like 70% 
sure you had a crush on? Just who was that infuriatingly sassy man, and why did he feel the need 
to ruin his good mood with that sour attitude of his? 


X.X.X.X.X.X 


"Heey, go down a waterslide without water and you will know why foreplay is so important, 
Roxas." Demyx's words caused more than a few heads to perk up over the aisles of records, and 
he slumped against the side of the register, trying to hide his face from their prying eyes. Yeah, he 
had said something completely inappropriate in a public venue, but didn't their mothers ever tell 
them not to stare? It was rude. 


His now thoroughly humiliated coworker was currently bashing his blond head against his 
clipboard, simultaneously using it to block the patron's stares. 


"I do not want to talk about sex with you. Now butt out of my love live, Dem. You remember 
what happened last time you tried to meddle." Roxas sent him a withering glare before pushing 
himself off the counter. 


"C'mon, you know you need all the help you can get! I've got some pretty bitchin tips." Demyx 
ducked away from the register so he could push a hefty box towards Roxas, not wanting to put the 
records away himself. 


There was only so much sweating he could take in one day, and he spent that up walking the 
wrong direction to school again. A part of him had wished that he would run into Mr. Sassafras 
again, but that measly little part of his brain was squashed repeatedly with the largest boot 
available. It had taken a week for him to finally stop thinking about that jerk, and here he was 
again, thinking about all the mean things that man said. 


"Thinking about that guy again?" Roxas' voice kicked him out of his thoughts. Demyx sighed as 
he stumbled after his oh so observant friend so he could hover over him and pretend like he was 
working. 


"Ugh. I can't help it!" He whined, leaning against the rack of oldies records and fingering through 
a few of them. "Like, I sort of want to give the guy a second chance. Maybe he was just in a bad 
mood or somethin’! Everyone has their bad days, right? But then I think about how much of a 
meanie he was and I just... Ugh." 


Roxas rolled his eyes as he gingerly began taking records out of the box and placing them in their 
correct spot. "It's not worth stressing about- " Demyx glanced over when his short friend paused, 
raising an eyebrow at him in question. Roxas simply reached forward and yanked a small 
envelope that had been hidden in between a Billy Joel singlet and an improperly placed Tina 
Turner album. Amused blue eyes darted over to Demyx, "This again? Do you want me to just 
throw these out from now on, because this is really starting to creep me out, Dem." 


He waved the envelope in his face, to which Demyx just laughed and swiped it, cradling it like a 
precious child to his chest. "No way, jose! Creepy as hell or not, I'm not gonna just toss them. 
That would be so cruel to the sweetie that keeps hiding them for me." 


Roxas gave up the argument, but not before reminding Demyx, for the hundredth time, of the 
dangers of having a stalker, in vivid detail. 


The envelope crumbled in his hand and he scampered back over to the counter so he could read it 
in private. These letters were usually so romantic, filled with starry eyed observations and 
thoughtful poems, and they were always addressed to Demyx. Over the past few years, the letters 
had shown up in seemingly random spots; from underneath the register at work to even inside his 
mailbox. They varied in subject, but for the most part their contents always left Demyx feeling 
thoroughly swooned. 


He let out a dreamy sigh as he read over the neatly folded poem that lay inside. 


Come to me in my dreams, and then 
By day I shall be well again! 
For so the night will more than pay 


The hopeless longing of the day. 


Come, as thou cam'st a thousand times, 
A messenger from radiant climes, 
And smile on thy new world, and be 


As kind to others as to me! 


Or, as thou never cam'st in sooth, 
Come now, and let me dream it truth, 
And part my hair, and kiss my brow, 


And say, My love why sufferest thou? 


Come to me in my dreams, and then 
By day I shall be well again! 

For so the night will more than pay 
The hopeless longing of the day. 
-Matthew Arnold 


"If only that guy was as sweet as this person." Demyx traced his finger over the intricate, 
swooping script. "Then at least it would make sense why I keep thinking about him." 


X.X.X.X.X.X 


It had been two weeks since he first ran into that angry little man, and his own irritation had long 
since dissipated. Instead, his somewhat naive tendency to think the best of people began to arise 
and paint a far different picture of the man; someone who just had a bad day, or like, woke up on 
the wrong side of the bed. 


Walking down the street, once again being boiled relentlessly by the sun, Demyx flipped through 
his playlists. He had become convinced that if he could just find the perfect song to describe the 
man, that it would somehow cheer the grumpy bug up. It wasn't like it would hurt to try, and there 
was always the chance he could make a friend out of him! 


Demyx grinned, bouncing as he strolled along. He was so focused on the music player in his 
hand, that he didn't notice when he stepped out onto the dark asphalt that marked the road. 


Everything seemed to happen so suddenly, the urgent and blaring honking, brakes shrieking to a 
stop, and the small hands wrenching him back onto the sidewalk. He stared out at the road, legs 
shaking and eyes wide with disbelief. Had he almost... 


"What is your malfunction, Demyx!?" An irate voice snapped, the small hands releasing their grip 
on his arm. 


That voice... It couldn't be. 


He jumped back, putting more distance between him and Mr. Sassafras. "H-Hey, it's you!" The 
most obvious statement he could have possibly made. Way to go, Sherlock. What happened to all 
of the plans to cheer up the moody little man that he had made? Well, they seemed to get shot to 
shit as soon as their eyes met. 


Those familiar cobalt eyes looked terrified, like he had just finished watching The Babadook. 
Hey, that movie was no joke; it scared him so much that he had to sleep with his roommate for a 
week. 


"You know, just because you are blond doesn't mean you have to act like a complete idiot. If I 
hadn't been here then you would have been roadkill, do you get that? Or do I have to spell it out 
for you?" 


Demyx frowned and kicked at a loose rock. As much as he wanted to see the good in people, this 
jerk was making it awfully hard. "There you go again, being a big jerk when I haven't done a 
thing to you." He mumbled out. There had to be a way to break the man out of the seemingly 
permanent bad mood, he just knew it. An idea popped into his head, and his sullen expression 
perked right up. "Ah, I know! You probably just need a hug right? That always cheers me up!" 


Before the small man could say another word, Demyx had him in a tight embrace, lifting him up 
and off the ground. Slate hair managed to hide some of the red that was now engulfing his pale 
features, but it was still glaringly obvious. That and Demyx could practically feel the heat coming 
off his face. Why would he be blushing? 


"Release me you- you..." His captive little friend started to squirm, making Demyx's shoulders 
fall in disappointment. 


"Why are you such a sourpuss?" Demyx reluctantly let him go, the smaller man taking a few 
generous steps away as soon as his feet hit ground. "Are you always like this or is it just me? I 
can't make you my friend, let alone date you if you are constantly acting like I just punched your 
cat." 


His words seemed to make him freeze, and for several moments Demyx wasn't even sure he was 

going to get an answer out of him. He simply set his hands on his hips and waited while the short 
man in front of him shifted uncomfortably, expression hidden by waves of silky hair. The way he 
was standing, with those skinny arms wrapped around himself, made it seem like he was trying to 
will himself to disappear. 


"C'mon now, I'm not leaving until I figure you out, little dude." Demyx pressed gently. "If you 
hate me-" 


"I could never hate you." The words were so softly spoken that Demyx wasn't even sure he had 
heard them. 


He tilted his head, leaning forward to try and hear the following whispers. "Sleep from my soul 
began retreating, and here you once again appear before me like a vision fleeting. A beauty's angel 


pure and clear. In ecstasy my heart is beating, old joys for it anew revive; inspired and God-filled, 
it is greeting the fire... and tears, and love alive." As the man spoke, his voice got increasingly 
nervous and by the end he was stumbling over every word. 


"That sounds... Familiar." Demyx's nose scrunched up as he racked his brain for where he had 
heard those words before, but when it clicked that that was part of a poem he had received from 
his stalker the other day, it really didn't help clear things up. The man before him looked tense, his 
shoulders rigid and hands gripping the sleeves of his shirt in a death grip. "I don't understand, how 
do you know what was written on that letter?" 


A quiet, exhausted sigh left the shorter man's lips, and those cobalt eyes drifted up to meet his. 
"Demyx, please don't make me spell it out." 


"You're not saying that you... That you wrote those sweet letters?" He couldn't help but be 
flabbergasted. All of these years he had been dying to know who had been leaving those notes for 
him, basically stalking him. Hearing that the dainty man in front of him was this very stalker was 
sort of hard to believe. But if what he was saying was true, then those lines that left him feeling 
like a puddle of goo had come from him. "I can't believe... In the letters you were so... B-but then 
you were so mean!" 


Pain flooded those eyes, making Demyx want to step forward and give him another hug. "I... It's 
quite ridiculous really." Again with the whispering. He pouted and stepped closer, dipping down 
to the man's level so he could hear him properly. "I only acted so harshly because I didn't want 
you to make the connection between the real me and... the me on paper." 


The puzzle pieces were slowly coming together, and he had to fight the urge to cheer in both relief 
and delight. Of course, he didn't fight it very hard and ended up laughing with his arms wrapped 
tight around his little stalker. "I can't- I mean- This is a lot to take in, y'/know!" Demyx squeezed 
him, marveling at how small he was in his arms. "I think this calls for a celebratory kiss, dontcha 
think?" 


"You don't even know my name." He hid his now very pink face in Demyx's shoulder, hands 
remaining stiffly by his side. 


Demyx squeezed him tighter in response, giggling quietly. "Well Mr. Stalker, how about you tell 
me your name then? Since you obviously already know mine." 


The body in his arms seemed to be relaxing slowly, as if realizing that Demyx wasn't going 
anywhere anytime soon. "My name is Zexion, and it's very nice to actually meet you, Demyx." 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


